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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
My first and most likely only Slaughter fic. | just think those two are so cute together! | hope it doesnt suck 
too bad. | just saw Slaughter all empty and thought awwwww. hehe. | know its a short little ficlet, but maybe 


itll help me develope my new Blas muse! 


Blas Elias had always been a level headed young man, since the ripe age of fourteen even. He'd learned to play 
drums in high school, his instrument of choice being a 7 piece Ludwig drum set with 8 Sabian cymbals, DW 
turbo 5000 bass drum pedals and a Ridge Rider cowbell. Blas had even started college, but the prospect of 
fortune and fame came knocking at his door. He dropped out and joined up with his first band, Blacksheep. The 
band was a serious mistake. It was nothing like he'd pictured it. Regretting his decision to leave college and flat 
broke, Blas joined up with two other unsuccessful ventures, ZRocks and Night Flight. Elias eventually met up 
with four other young men, just as hungry for fortune and fame as himself. Shortly after teaming up, the 
five man group soon became known as Slaughter, the band to release albums such as Stick it to Ya, The Wild 


Life, and Fear No Evil. 


Blas set the magazine down for a moment, scratching his head. Since when did the world suddenly care about 


Blas Elias again? I+ was nice, knowing someone out there still wondered what happened to him and the guys. 
Sure, there's hundreds of articles about Mark and Jeff, but himself? He tilted his head to the side, picking the 
magazine up, his brown eyes finding the spot where he left off. 

"Hey man, taking a break?" Dana asked, walking into the room with a six pack and a giant back of potato chips. 
The blonde glanced up from his reading material, arching a thin eyebrow. "Apparently l'm not the only one." 
Dana sat the beer down on the table beside the computer before falling backward onto the plush sofa, pillows 
falling onto the floor beneath his bare feet. He tore into the bag of chips, popping one into his mouth and 
chewing just loud enough to be distracting. Blas sent him a warning glance before eyeing the chips. So maybe 
food's not such a bad idea right now. 

"Hey bring me some of those over here." He added his innocent little schoolboy smile, just in case. 

The guitarist snorted. "Come get ‘em yourself if you want ‘em." 

Blas crossed one long, denim clad leg over the other, a distinct pout on his face. Dana made it a point not to 
look at him, knowing damn well he'd end up having to move. Moving is not fun, sitting and eating chips and 


drinking beer is fun 


"Daa-naaaaa," he whined leaning forward in the chair, his long curly blonde/brown hair sliding over his 


shoulders and cascading down his bare chest. 

"Mmm mmm." Dana shook his head, and popped another chip into his mouth just for spite. 

The drummer let the magazine slide from his lap and onto the floor as he got up from the chair and unfolding 
his slender frame. He made sure he pouted and whined enough on the way over to earn himself "a look" from 
Dana yet again 

"Here | am, now give me some." He held his hand out in front of the blonde's face expectantly. 

"Please?" Dana smirked. 


"Thank you, now give me." 


The guitarist let a devilish grin spread across his lips, slipping the back beneath the pillow behind him. "Now 
what are you gonna do?" 


"You know, | could have those chips if | really wanted them." He put his hands on his hips, shifting his weight to 
one foot and cocking his head to the side. 


"Oh? Mr. Level-headed, then do tell. How do you plan on.. acquiring these potato chips from me?" Dana feigned 


a proper, intelligent air. 
"Sneak attack..." 


With that, Blas leaped on top of him, both of them falling off of the sofa and onto the floor. Long hair flew in 
all directions as they rolled around on the floor, wrestling and battling for supremacy. Dana grabbed a handful 
of his friends kinked blonde silk, wrapping it around his fist and tugging on it long enough to roll him over. 


"Take that, kid!" he hollered, straddling the younger man's waist. 
‘lm not that easy, Strum" 


He didn't give the guitarist time to make a snide remark on that statement. Instead, he slipped one leg up in 
front of him, knocking him to the floor. In an instant he was back on top, slightly aware of the way their 
bodies were touching in all the right places. They were approximately the same height, though Dana outweighed 
him by a couple pounds. Blas's bare feet rubbed against Dana's, their knee's touching, their hips moving against 
one anothers, bare chests rose to meet the others breathing, nose to nose. The playful smile faded slowly 
from Dana's face as he stared up into Blas's enchanting chocolate eyes. His hands unconsciously moved up the 
younger man's biceps and around his shoulders. Blas's hair fell around his face serving as a curtain of wavy 
blonde. His breath radiated hot against the guitarists face, his eyes moving slowly from Dana's eyes to his lips. 


His voice came out like velvet over steel, beautiful yet rough. "I'm tired of being the level headed one." 


Dana opened his mouth to speak, but the instant he did a pair of soft lips brushed against his, a barely there, 
feather light touch. His breath hitched and all thought processes came to a screeching halt. Blas tilted his head 
slightly and closed his eyes, bringing their lips together softly, catching him in a small, timid kiss. Dana wrapped 
his arms around the younger man's neck, pulling him in closer to deepen the sweet kiss. Blas weaved his fingers 
through his friends soft blonde hair, sighing and melting against him. His tongue brushed against Dana's lips 
unintentionally, and he almost pulled back. The guitarist wouldn't have it. Instead, he tightened his arms around 
Blas's neck, parting his lips and sucking his tongue into his inviting mouth. The younger man tightened the grip 
on Dana's hair, moaning softly as the need for air closed in. Hesitantly he pulled back, letting his lips linger 


against the older man's for a moment. 
"What was that about?" He asked with a small smile, looking up into Blas's chocolate eyes. 
"Just. something out of the ordinary, irrational, | guess." 


Dana smirked his bad boy smirk and tipped Blas's chin up. "Want to go to my room and be irrational some 


more?" 


Blas's grin only widened as he got to his feet, stepping on the magazine on his way to the bedroom. Dana 
glanced down at the it, checking the title on the cover. 


"Good Boys of Rock ‘n' Roll" 


Dana smirked. If only they knew... 


